air  sair  was  my  heart  ,* 

To  w-hiefi  are  added. 

The  hero's  orphant  girls, 
>  The  lass  o'  Ballochmyle, 
Allister  M'Allister, 
The  Highland  Plaid. 


Pmted  by  W.  Maenie. 


SAIE  SAIR  WAS  MY  HEAET. 


Sair  sair  was  my  hearty  when  I  parted  frae  my  Je&n 
An'  sair  sair  I  sigh'd,  while  t!>e  tears  stood  in  my  eeu 
For  my  i'^Mie  h  but  poor,  an*  my  fortune  is  sae  sma' 
It  gars  me  leave  my  dative  Caledonia.  ^ 

When  r  ibiok  on  days  now  gane^  an*  K&e  bappy's  I 
liae  been, 

¥/liile  waiid'ring  wx*  my  dear  '^^  hSre  the  prwuros^ 

Waws  un  Been : 
I'm  wac  to  leave       Xjpssw  an'  Daddie^s  cot  ava, 
Ck  to  leave  the  bealth-fu'  bretae  fcaltUonin. 

But  wharever  I  Wfinderj  stillhappy  be  my  Jean, 
Nae  care  dlsturl  her  bosomj  where  peace  has  evt* 
btfii,  (them  aV 

T5ien  tho'  ills  on  ills  betV  me,  for  her  Hi  b€«r 
Though  aft  ril  heave  s  mgh  for  Caleu^ola. 

B»*t  sliould  rkhes  eVr  be  mine,  and  my  JeaRie- 
be  true  J 

tAe«  WaW  ye  favoring  kee:£e  till  my  miive  hnd  I  \ 
view  5  (felt  tears  shall  fft' 


iJBll  ril  kil^el  on  Scotia's  shore,  w^iie  th«  ht^i 
ad  never  leay^  niy  Jean,  nor  Caledoum. 


THE  HERD  S  ORPHANT  GIRLS, 

Ob  Lady  boy  these  borlding  fluvv'is, 
For  I  am  sad  and  wet  and  weary, 

I  gather  d  them  ere  breali  of  day, 

When  all  was  lonely  still  and  drearj  y 

Aad  long  I've  4  0 light  to  sell  tliem  here,  . 

To  purcliase  clothes  and  food  and  divelliog, 
'Fi>v  Valor  s  w,retche4  Orphan  gsris, 
Poor  me:  and  my  young  Sister  Ellen, 

Oh  buy  my  flow  rs  they^e  fair  a-nd  fresh, 

As  mine  and  mDrning  tears  could  keep  thesis 

To  morrovV*s  sua  will  view  them  dead, 
And  I  shall  scarcely  live  to  weep  theiu* 

Yet  In  this  siveet  hud  if  nurs  i  with  care, 
Soon  into  fulnesj^  wowld  be  swelling  j 

And  nurtured  by  some  ge^i*roiH  h^nd. 
So  would  my  little  Sister  Ellen, 

No  one  has  bought  of  me  to  day^ 

Attd  night  is  now  the  Town  oVr-sbadli^ 


4« 

Xni  I  like  these  pdoi:  drooping  flowVa, 
l/Motic'd  knd  unwept  km  fading. 

My  3o«l  is  sftrriggllng  to  be  free, 

ft  loaths  its  wretched  earthly  dwelling  j 

My  limbs  refuse  to  bear  their  load^ 
Qb,  Goi  protect  lone  or|)han  Ellea, 


THE  LASS  0»  BALLOCHMYO:. 

^was  even — the  dewy  fields  were*  greeu^ 

On  every  blade  the  pearls  hang, 
The  Zephyr  wanton  d  round  the  bean, 

And  bore  Its  fragrant  sweets  alang. 
la  eyCry  glen  the  mavis  sang, 

All  nature  listening  seem'd  the  while, 
Except  where  greenwood  echoes  rang, 

Amang  the  braes  o'  Ballochmyle. 

With  careless  steps  I  onward  stray 'd. 

My  heart  rejoiced  in  nature*s  joy, 
When  musing  in  a  lonely  shade, 

A  maiden  fair  I  chanced  to  spy  : 
Her  look  was  like  the  morning's  aye. 

Her  hair  like  »ature*s  vernal  smil^ 
Perfection  whispered  passed  by, 

Beitold  the  lass  Baliochipyle* 


f  -Aiv  U  the  morn  in  flowery  May, 

And  sw^et  is  night  in  aiitumn  miid^ 
When»rovir^  tlirougli  the  garden  gky, 

Go  wandering  in  the  lonely  wild  j 
Bjj^t  woman,  nature's  darling  child, 

There  all  her  charms  she  does  compile^ 
i  Kvea  there  are  other  works  are  foiPd, 
!     By  the  lass  Ballochmyle, 

0,  had  she  been  a  country  maid, 

And  I  the  happy  country  swain, 
Though  she]ter*d  in  the  lowest  shed, 

That  ever  rose  on  Scotland's  plain. 
Through  weary  winter's  wind  and  rain, 

With  joy  with  rapture  I  would  toil, 
And  nightly  to  my  hosom  strain  , 

The  bonny  lass  o*  Ballochmyle, 

Tfcen  pride  might  Ciimb  the  slippery  fitegu^ 

Where  fame  and  honours  lofty  shine, 
>^q4  thirst  of  gold  might  tempt  the  deeji, 

Or  downward  sink  the  Indian  mine  j 
G/ve  me  the  cot  below  the  pine, 

To  tend  the  flocks  or  till  the  soil, 
And  every  day  have  joys  divine, 

WitU  the  boniny  lass  o'  BallocbmyI§, 
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ALLISTEH  MCALLISTER 


O  Allister  McAllister, 
Your  chanter  sets  us  a'  stir, 
Then  to  your  bag\s  p.n(l  b]aw  v/i*  bl^, 
We'll  dance  llie  HsgWand  flmg. 

Mow  AUister  has  tun*ti  his  pipes, 
And  thrang  as  biimbees  iVke  their  bykfes," 
Thft  lads  and  hisses  loup  the  dyke^, 
And  gather  on  the  erreen* 

O  Ailister  MMllistcf. 

T\ie  miller,  Hab  v:a^  tiiUnMrr  fain. 
To  dance  the  B ighhvnd  fliog  his  lane, 
He  lap  as  high  as  Eispa^s  warae, 

The  like  was  never  seen, 
As  round  abobt  the  ring  he  whiids, 
And  cracks  his  thomb,  nnd  shakes  his  dHtlsi 
The  meal  flew  frae  his  tail  In  clud^, 

And  bliiided  a*  tlieir  een. 

O  Ailister  M'Allistei'j  ^c* 

Miest  raclile  hinded  smiddy  Jock, 
A*  blackened  o'er  wi  coo.-ii  and  smoke, 
WiVshachalln  bleaf-e'ed  Bsss  did  yoke-** 

That  slarVeriii  gabbit  quean* 
He  sbooli  his  doubl't  in  the  wuttd^ 
His  feet  like  hammers  strack  the  graa^i 


The  very  mpudlwarts  were  stun»M, 
kend  what  it  couU!  mfian, 

O  AlUster  M'AUi«te«.^c. 

Now  wanton  Willie  was  nae  biate, 
-iFor  he  got  haud  o*  winsome  Kate, 
Come  here  quo*  he  I'll  shew  the  gate^ 

-To  di^nce  the  Highland  fiirsg. 
The  Highland  iibg  he  danced  wi*  gleCj, 
And  lap  as  he  was  gauo  to  flee, 
Kate  bak^d  and  babb'd  sae  bonnille^ 
Aud  tript  it  neat  and  clean. 

O  Ai lister  McAllister,  fe;t, 

N.ow  Allister  ha-s  don<i  his  bf  st, 
And  weary  lionghs  are  wantin  rest, 
•-Besides  they  sair  ws'-  drouth  were  stresti" 

Wi*  dancing  sae  1  %veen« 
I  true  the' gant  e.-s  get  .a  Hit, 
And  rcuad^tue  bick.-^r  liew  Hke  drU'l",, 
-And  Allister  that  y-vy  n^ht, 
Cosld  scarceiy  stand  his  hine« 

O  AJli^ster  M^AIHfiter, 


THEIIIGHLANI)  FLA.ID.  - 

jLowland  ks^sie,  wUl  il^ov:  go, 
Where  the  hiih       clad  wi^  snow, 
Where  boreath  tije  icy  ^5:e?3p, 

.  Whea  row*d  wUhiu  my  liiglibiad  Vhli* 
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So«n  the  voice  of  cheery  springs 
Will  gar  a*  our  plantings  ring  j 
Soon  par  honny  heather  braes, 
Will  put  on  their  summer  claes, 
On  the  mountain's  sunny  side, 
WeUl  lean  us  on  my  Highland  Plaidi 
When  the  summer  spreads  the  ^owei'^j 
Busks  the  glen  in  leafy  bowerSj 
Then  we4l  seek  the  cauler  shed, 
lioan  us  on  the  primrose  bed;, 
While  the  burning  hours  preside, 
1*11  screen  thee  wi'  my  Highland  Plaid. 
Then  \ve4l  leave  the  sheep  and  goat, 
I  will  launch  the  bonny  boat, 
Bkim  the  loch  in  cantie  glee, 
Kest  the  oars  to  pleasure  thee  ^ 
When  chilly  breezes  sweep  the  tide, 
1*11  hap  thee  wi*  my  HlgSiland  Pkid.  S 
Lowland  lads  may  dress  mair  fine, 
Woa  in  words  mair  saft  than  mine  j 
Lowland  lads  hae  mair  o*  art, 
JL^  my  boast's  an  honest  he^rt, 
Whilk  shall  ever  be  my  pride, 
©  row  thee  wi'  my  Highland  Plaid  ! 
BoRuie  lad  ye*ve  been  sae  leal, 
My  heart  would  break  at  our  Tareweel  j 
Lang  your  love  has  made  me  fain, 
Tak  me — -tak  me  for  your  ain  ! 
*Cros8  the  Frith  away  they  |.'nde, 
Yoy::f  '^.:uM  ^.nd  his,  Lo-'-'^v^  b^i? 

wmm, 


